THE FLIGHT TO INDIA
inspect these interesting new aeroplanes bound for their distant
venture, far away to the north-east.
"The brawny gunners produced cameras from nowhere and
the outlines of the Westlands are no doubt enshrined on many
feet of celluloid.
"Almost from nowhere there appeared the indefatigable
personnel of Messrs. Burma Shell, and in scarcely more time than
it takes to describe it our tanks were being filled up in the
efficient manner of that far-flung organisation, a manner which
at first surprised us from its very excellence but to which in due
course from many repetitions we became quite accustomed. As
if they had been drilled to it like a beauty chorus, one man pro-
duced a huge aluminium funnel, its capacious maw meticulously
protected with a double layer of chamois carefully fitted on cane
hoops, another produced a little hand-pump of the rotary
variety, steel barrels were rolled up as if from nowhere, hoses
coupled and soon our special fuel was foaming and gurgling into
the hundred gallon tanks. We could not dally very long for we
had to be on our way and soon the ground engineers were
straining the muscles of their arms at the big crank handles
of the inertia, starters. The sun was well up in the heavens
by then and the comparative cool of the early morning was
long past, so that it may well be imagined that the work of
coaxing into activity these great engines of nearly 600 h.p. gave
rise to many a trickle on several honest brows. However, the
Pegasus behaved well and so did the starters, the mechanisms
that is to say, whilst the human portion felt that they really had
not much more than a few minutes' wholesome morning
exercise.
"Soon we were off again, to the accompaniment of a
cheer from the assembled gunners and the accustomed cloud of
dust from our tail skids. The minutes went on into hours, the
photographers took their pictures on their pktes and ran their
cine-cameras as long as there was a picture to be taken and then
settled down to a fresh contemplation of nothingness, or vexy
nearly nothingness, whilst the pilots scanned the dials of their